THE GrALAXY SPIHS INDIFFERENTLY 


POEMS 


-by Brian Edward3 


2019 



1 


It is Autumn now 

and I behold 

the orange leaves 

falling down from the Sun 

Within these night winds 
are legions of seeing eyes 

the water 

thought of hy the soul 
can never evaporate 

see us 

to the edge of the valley 
and ascend 

and we shall rendezvous 
within the lunar crater 
and tell the familiar stories 
of Imhotep 


*** 


- 10 / 13/2019 



2 


Out where I can hear 
the stars whispering 

out where I can feel 

the emotions of the Atlantic 

there are many things out there 
to remind me of this life 

there are many things 
that unite me 
to the soil 
to the sea 
to the air 

I once thought myself marooned 
yet I was mistaken 

now I can see farther 
when I'm not looking 

now I hear deeper 
when I'm not listening 

now I ever feel 
the world in motion 

I can feel the flowers 
gr o wi ng 

I can hear 

the songs of the birds 

as the songs they are revealed 

moonlight 
shining upon 
the birdbath 
brightly 


*** 


- 10 / 13 - 14/2019 



4 


Hy pnoti ze d 
by clouds 

masquerading hours 
of propagating illusion 

windows left open 
reminiscence of azure days 

songs at night 
songs at night 

very much 
very much 
the sweet melodies 
in the Summer night 

hues of color 
at twilight 

re mi ni see nee 
re mi ni see nee 

candles 
bringing joy 
to the mind 




- 10 / 14/2019 



5 


Parts of the world 
getting sucked into 
feuds 
ve nde ttas 

artillery barrages 

and how far have we come 
since the invention 
of the wheel 

statesmen eating steaks 
while homes in the desert 
crumble 

philosophy 

is just a decoration 

some time s 

and in some places 

this side 
and that side 
won their dirt mound 
for the day 

colossus 
colossus 
of backsliding 

we have implemented 
the spinning wheels 
of barbarity 

and the wheels 
go round and round 

such is human nature 

- 10 / 14/2019 
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I am thinking of things 
uni magine d 

closer to twelve 
October night 

with a planetary 
flash of light 

the sight of it all 

fountains of youth 
and aquifers 

a zillion lightyears 
across the known 
reflection 




- 10 / 14/2019 



7 


I seek out 
radio minstrels 

cavendish of the briar 

swans in the lake 

in truth 

I am no acupuncturist 

my garden 
is where snakes 
speak to wanderers 

I have spied 
flotillas in the fog 

left a lightbulb on 
i n M a d r i d 


*** 


- 10 / 14/2019 



8 


How the Sun has fallen 
under the horizon 
under a supposed 
demarkation line of existence 

perhaps nothing is real 
that dips below 
the treeline 

for what could he down there 
under the trees 

subterranean villas 
made of roots and old bark 

or perhaps a void 

intermittently filled with stars 

galleons shall sail west 
and seek the gold kingdom 

dreaming and scrying 
by candlelight 

solitude 

was once a shadow I beheld 


- 10 / 15/2019 
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I once saw a balloon 
grow metallic wings 

as a bee 
whispered into 
the 

microphone 

Old President Dump 
sat on his stump today 

pe trole um 

is such a dicey proposition 

and meteors are heartless 
I am told 

Follow us around 

the bottle's circumference 

igloos in the north 

flying buttresses 
in the east 

by sunrise 
I will gravitate 
towards the iguana 


*** 


- 10 / 15/2019 



10 


Ho Moon 

Earth 

or sawdust 

can prevent me 

from circumnavigating 

the great stage of madness 

trumpets sound 
from the pavilion 
of the cosmonauts 

windows open 
to the dirigibles 

doves land upon 

the military vehicles 

what time? 
what place? 
what midnight 
television trance 
in Morocco? 

songs from the cabaret 
fill the galaxy 
tonight 


*** 


- 10 / 15/2019 



11 . 


Soon 

the season will he a vulture 
soon 

every night 

there will an eclipse 

soon 

every piazza 

will he overgrown with orchids 
soon 

hliss will he 
an electric halo 

soon 

El Dorado will he 
an alcohol epiphany 

soon 

shadows will no longer 
he voiceless 

soon 

Mayan pyramids 
will reawaken us 

soon 

soon 

soon 

soon 




- 10 / 15/2019 



12 


Winds from Medusa’s eyes 
raging tonight 
raging tonight 

I have lost 
my anchor to the time 

coliseums and windmills 
all of them full 
of phantoms tonight 

as shadows rise 
by the legion 

as radio stations transmit 
the lore of the Moon 

so soon the night 
the wind 

is cruel once again 

Medusa has appeared in the sky 
in the sky 

as we never before envisioned 




- 10 / 17/2019 



13 . 


Stalagmites of the 3am 
still asleep mind 

coffee is to me 
an elixir of necessity 

I rotate through days 
of capitalist inertia 

cracks in the system 
reveal themselves to me 
in mid-afternoon epiphanies 

si le nee 

and the great seabed I had forgotten 
rise to the surface 
of my awareness 

along with the first light of dawn 

candles in the windows 
of astral houses 
seen if you only unveil 
that which is veiled 

and the mushrooms 
that open gateways 
still grow 
so all is not lost 

to the jaws of capitalist machines 


*** 


-10/17/2019 



14 


There's something out there 
in the wind 

yeah there's something out there 
in the wind 

and I'm just waiting 

I'm just waiting 

for something to come on in 

there's a candle by my window 
it's lighting up this room 
yeah there's a candle in my window 
but the darkness 
will win out soon 

I've not much to say 

Just waiting here 

in the flickering light 

I've not much to say 

just waiting for that something 

to arrive .this Moonless night 

There's something in the wind 
I can hear it whisper my name 
it's getting closer 

and now.out goes the candle's flame 




-10/19/2019 





15 


I think of the song 
that is voiceless 

I think of the voiceless rain 

I think of the valleys 
of candlelight 

I think of the Minotaur's brain 
wired on caffeine 

the Hydra 

was not given decaf 
as recommended 

there will he hell to pay 

the three viscous heads 

will hite those fools in the ass 

the Kraken devoured a steamboat 

Medusa turned a music festival 
into stone 

Bacchus got drunk 
as Bacchus often does 

alas 

alas 

alas 

I heard a voice 
from the Sun 


*** 


-10/17/2019 



16 


Sundials and UFOs 
finding the time 
to invade my thoughts 

my words 

were never apricots 

they were language 
given reflection 

here the stage is set 

for such a colorful twilight 

caravans of gypsies 
appear like miniature stars 
on the horizon 

though it’s long been said 
through calligraphy 

words can become 
enchanting flowers 
each new day 


*** 


-10/17/2019 



17 


I saw it on social media today 

junk scientist 

in G-ermany 

have been conducting 

sadistic experiments 

on monkeys 

and they'll claim 

that they have some good reason 

as they subconsciously 
get their sadist thrills 

today 

it was sado-junk-scientist 
in G-ermany 

tomorrow 

it will be sado-junk-scientist 
someplace else 

just when I get to thinking 
we've come along pretty far 
in our evolution 

the damn junk scientist 
are at it again 

trying to bring respectability 
to their sado-mind-thri11s 

*** 


-10/17/2019 



18 


Out si de 

the wind is howling 
i nside 

the lightbulbs glare 
out si de 

the Moon is hidden 
i nside 

shadows find sanctuary 
beside the Polynesian lamp 

Tonight 

I'll go outside 

just a little 

here and there 

to smoke a cigarette 

if I stay out there 
for too long 

the wind will howl at me 

if I stay inside for too long 
not much will really happen 

the moments pass by 
the dust settles 

an extreme existentialism 

still seeps in 

under the door somehow 

no matter what I do 
I can never keep it at bay 




-10/17/2019 



19 


Insomnia strikes again 
old nemesis 

it's too damn quiet 
around here 

any other time 

that would he a good thing 

hut right now 

it seems to go 

hand in hand 

with each moment 

dragging on and on 

in slow motion 

and I hear a car 
going down the road 
just outside 

these little signs 
point to there 
being life 
a whole world 
out there 

heyond the confines 

of these walls that isolate me 

in here 

there is only stillness 
si le nee 
insomnia 

these eyes 
wide open 
wide awake 

waiting for anything 
anything at all 

some sign 

that the theater of the world 

is alive 

*** 



20 


So soon 
so soon 

the Sun has set 
the light is gone 

and slowly 
slowly 

the stars emerge 
one by one 

one by one 

like glaring jewels 

from the beginning of time 


*** 


-10/19/2019 



21 


Radios blaring 

out across the heavens 

who could he listening? 
the furthest of all angels? 

down here 

upon the new world below 

cities glowing with electricity 

now is the hour 
of this teleported soul 

now is the moment 
of this cosmic riddle 

now is the hour 
of roses and blackholes 


*** 


-10/19/2019 



22 


Damn it's getting cold tonight 
the heater is broken 

the galaxy spins 
i n di f f e r e n 11 y 

tomorrow perhaps 

some music to escape the isolation 
the cold 

brings back memories 
of other cold nights 

there’s been 

too many cold nights 

only one lightbulb remains 

my heater is unreliable 
like a lot of things 

I was just outside 
smoking a cigarette 
and I saw a Full Moon 

right now 
it is dawn 
someplace else 
in the world 

*** 


-10/19/2019 



morning 


23 . 


It's a chill 
in October 

yeah.it’s a chill morning 

in October 

leaves blanket the ground 


covering 

ove r 



the 

last 

re mnants 

of 

Summe r 

I'm 

sti 11 

ope ni ng 

my 

eyes 

I'm 

sti 11 

ope ni ng 

my 

eyes 

to 

all of 

the cole 

>r 



it’s a chill morning in October 
with so little sound 
so little sound 

the ground covered over 
I see a bird flying 
through the air 

and there.I hear the song 

of another 

this music of a kind 
this music 
it resounds 
it resounds 

this chill morning 
in October 

and all that resounds 


-10/20/2019 





24 


The satyrs in the valley 

down below 

in the early light 

I gaze upon 
the mythology 
entwined with my dreams 
and the deeper they go 

so many fathoms down 
so many fathoms down 
there is the astral gate 

within this valley 
is the essence of a past 
lost to memory 

the valley 

hidden in the obscurity 
of a vaporous mist 

as years 

may dissolve 

into fathoms of vapor 

my eyes have beheld 
eternal flowers 

in the valley 
in the valley 

that is real 

when you are in that place 

between sleep 

and being wide awake 

there in that in between place 
there is the astral gate 
the most sacred astral gate 

-10/20/2019 



25 


Listening for the goddess voice 
awakening under a telepathic light 
so shall it all rise from the sea 
streetlights underwater 
Moonlight reaching down 
to sunken avenues 
electric cities going dark 
the sky was never capable of mercy 
vapors of our industry 
clinging to our gardens 

wishing wells teleported to ethereal seas 

roads leading onwards towards tree stumps 

the glow of an ancient star 

upon the altar of our mental ascension 

laugh with me until we hear 

the last violin no longer 

*** 


-10/20/2019 



26 


A rainy night 

waiting on electric revelations 

waiting on the fourth dimension to go silent 

waiting on visions of grassy fields 

waiting on the iceberg in the fog 

along with the electric revelation 

there will he amplifiers 

along with the snow....there will he lava 

there will he mandolins and lutes 

radio sermons from the grimoires of helium 

there will he northern lights and plutonium 

there will he hashish and wormholes 

and still I can hear the rain 

waiting for what will soon he found 


- 10 / 20/2019 



27 


Old Man.This is Earth calling 

Humpty Dumpty was mistakenly elected 
fools are flooding the streets 
fools are flooding the airwaves 
Old Man.we require assistance.. 

now in the night 

purple vines grow 

like a remerging Babylonia 

rickshaws have been discovered 

to lay eggs of Uranium 

minesweepers scour the G-obi Desert 

from beginning to end 

we gaze with amazement upon 

the waterfalls of florescent elixirs 

*** 


Pre si de nt 


SOS 


- 10 / 23/2019 






28 


Little tongue twisters 

are hitting Central Kansas this evening 

the Moon turned a few yards 
give or take 

and from Earth we could see 
that it has its own Everglades 

a dirigible flew over Easter Island 
at a quarter to four 

mutated insects 

arose out of hallucinated swamps 
in old lands of forgotten deities 

silver bullets 
howled in the wind 

suppressing a Lycan peasants revolt 

a heavy London fog 
devoured Big Ben 

consigned to astral corridors of mirrors 
an urchin 

washed ashore in G-reece 

a Lynx smelt a flower 
in Moonlit He pal 

a dream escaped 
through an open window 
in Buenos Aires 


*** 


- 10 / 23/2019 



29 


Crystalline dreams 
of cherubs and fountains 
in the Everglades 
in the light of a Full Moon 

G-a lie on s sailing 
upon Elysian waves 

a goblet in Tuscany 
filled with wine 
of a bygone century 

my soul is a garden 
of radio possibilities 

wireless haiku 
emerge from the urn 
on the mantle 

doves fly above 
the obelisk 

of my subconscious fascinations 

with an electric guitar paradise 
envisioned in the mirror 

the hours float away 
like hydrogen castles 
in the sky 


*** 


- 10 / 23/2019 



30 


Insects hypnotizing me 
with buzzing 

thoughts of pre-history 
flood into my mind 

the grandfather clock 
is distorting time 

eggshells line 

the road to the glass observatory 

automated operators 
having a smoke break 

I can feel the eyes 
of the vultures 
from a thousand miles 


*** 


- 10 / 23/2019 



31 


Earlier this evening 

I saw infinity 

fall off the kitchen table 

the room became brighter 
than at the creation of a star 

tonight 

roses are descending from the Moon 

I hear mandolins 
in the radio-sphere 

I see the ceiling 
of the Sistine Chapel 
in the blink of an eye 

I see a fabulous jaguar 
emerging from the spare bedroom 
off to the left 

I see a candle burning 
in a parallel universe 
light a room 
full of statues 

with eye's of time's reflection 


- 10 / 24/2019 



32 


Tonight 

I want the hour 
to bring me sleep 

and down then 
down then 

into the labyrinth 
of the walrus 

yes.down in his crystalline keep 

immaculate islands 
in a crystal ball 

shells upon the throne 
and upon the walls 

igloos in the Sahara's sun 

I shall create echoes 
out of the Autumn wind 

I shall find the garden 
brighte ne d 

by the Holy Roman candle 
Byzantium seen in the clouds 




10 / 24 - 25/2019 




33 . 


Raven eyes 

watching the galleon 

a candle becomes a radio 

mercury dripping 
from the convent roof 

Minotaurs on the loose 
in the arena 
of the bullfight 

daffodils in the valley 
of fallen satellites 

I will pretend 

to erase 

the waterfall 

with the absence of thought 

collisions of iodine 
in the atmosphere 

there's no reason 
to pretend any longer 

simply eject 
from the rocket 
halfway to the Moon 
and descend 

into the sea of mirrors 


- 10 / 25/2019 



34 


Things tonight 
so silently unsilent 

telepathically hijacked 
drones flying above 
delivering parcels 
to the neighbors 

the golden light 
of some visions 

the onyx obelisk I saw 
upon a lunar sea 

the caterpillars 
the caterpillars 
from who knows where? 

flying saucers 
made of psychic foil 

wi ngs 
doves 

fallen angel claws 

smoke stacks 

and industrial runoff 

on Monday 
the hydras 
in the pit 
will be hungry 




- 10 / 26/2019 
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Sitting on my front porch 
very early 
waiting for Helios 
to emerge 
to rise 

from the dark horizon 

ethereal chariots 
holt through the sky 
like lightning in reverse 

hierogyIp hi cs of the sphere 
re ve aled 

hy the light that awakens the soul 

I am waiting 
gazing upwards 
where two astral rivers 
of light converge 

echoes persevered 

throughout invisible corridors 

grimoires read over the radio 

with words being touched by starlight 


*** 


- 10 / 26 - 27/2019 



36 


False doctrines 

are being telegraphed 

around the world every day 

wires protruding from our walls 
fill rooms 

with computerized codex after codex 
of an ego's mysterious red powdered 
elixir of nothing 

the invisible realms 
do not feel the ripple 
of this red powder 

weathervanes triangulate 
books of the underworld to Mars 

scepters of carbon dioxide 
rise from our cities 

from boardrooms and stock exchanges 
into the mirror of Cassiopeia 


*** 


- 10 / 27/2019 
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At times 

when Yen us is ascended brightly 
I behold 

a palace of ideas 
behind the veil 
of subatomic night 

at times 

when comets are jousting 

I hear the whispers 
of a thousand civilizations 
reaching my subconscious 
through the radio 

at times 

when I envision 

roses growing 

in the dusty canyons of Mars 
the telephone rings 

and there is an automated voice there 
with a capitalist agenda 

it seems at times 

that the motions of life 

are as tidal waves 

and away 

from all of the light pollution 

I can look up 

to the night sky 

and see the Milky Way 


*** 


- 10 / 27/2019 
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